THE          DUMP           AT          BETHUNE

He rose to go, and Paterson followed him into the
dark courtyard.

" Pick only the best and most reliable men, ser-
geant/1 he said. " Especially the drivers. Be pre-
pared to move off in ten minutes.1'

He re-entered the house, collected his equipment,
torch and revolver, swallowed another mug of tea,
and walked out again to where little groups of men
clustered round the four lorries in the courtyard
waiting for the start.

" Everything ready, sir/' announced Sergeant Lam-
bert.

" Right!   Get them mounted, and we'll be off."

He was about to proceed to his car when from .one
of the groups came a violent sneeze, followed im-
mediately by a second. Paterson strode across.

" Who sneezed ? " he asked.

" I did, sir,'1 replied one of the men.

" Why ? "

" I couldn't help myself, sir. I've got a touch
of hay fever."

" Sergeant Lambert," called Paterson, " fall-out
that man and get a substitute. Anybody else here
with a sneeze, cough, or other noise that he can't
keep under control? If so, let him fall-out, too.
All of you had better understand that a good deep
breath is about the safety limit in noises on this
trip/1

No one availed himself of the invitation, so Pater-
son walked off to his car. The Captain was standing
by.

" You've a fine dark night for it," he said encour-
agingly. "There's hardly a star. Well, au revoir,
old fellow, and good luck! I've ordered a Don R.
to travel in one of the lorries with his machine. When
you turn off the road on the return journey to convey
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